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Pan*, May 22, 1957 


Darling and Dougie; 

I recrossed the Iron Curtain a few days ago after a 12- 
day visit to Soviet Russia. Before my notes get cold or my memory 
a Is or. more likely, before 1 wear out my stories from constant re- 
telling. I am going to attempt a narrative account of n^y visit for my 
dear daughters. You may recall that I took the same method in making 
a record of a trip to Europe and the Middle East several years ago. 

1 hope, of course, these rambling remarks may be of some interest 

to you. 


Aa you know, this was my first visit to the Soviet Union. 

It was jam -packed with travel and sight-seeing; so much so that i find 
n hard to believe that I saw and did so much. The climax of the 
visit was an interview of almost two hours with Nikita Khrushchev, 
Secretary of the Central Committee of the Communist Party, who is 
both the most dominant figure in world Commiunism and top nian of 
the ruling cUque in Russia. That interview was sent out without 
change by censorship, and published in The New York Times of 
May li. Parts of it were pubiiBhed throughout Europe and England; 
and on Tuesday, May M. Pravda, the Cominunist Party paper in 
Moscow, printed the Kremlin's own version, which, 1 arn told, 
agreed in every major point with my own. 

My 12-day visit hardly qualifies me as an "expert" on the 
Soviet Union. I do not propose, therefore, to write a book or a series 
of magazine articles sounding the profundities of either the USSR or 
international communism. My trip, carried out under the auspices of 
Intourist, the tourism agency of the Soviet Government, was on the 
whole very comfortable so far as creature comforts were concerned. 

1 was in Russia at the beginiung of Spring, it was also 
during the May Day festival, liighiighted by a huge celebration on 
May I, on which occasion Communists all over the world, and 
especially Russia, indulge themselves in great demonstrations and 
elaborate boasts Such impressions as I state here are admittedly 
superficial. I am sure 1 had far better treatment than people who 

make a business of everyday life of Dvlng in Russia, whether Russians 
or foreigners. 
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1 took to the wSoviet Union my own preconceptione of 
,t .a, Such war. .h. onl, of \ L 

Wixich naturaUy was made up of what I had aecn read and 
regarding the USSR and its life. ^ 

firialitie. aUowances for supcr- 

ondersotd Russia, or at least the part of U I 

recalled ^ Moscow, Kiev and Leningrad, being 

[ had^ ^ Moscow for the Khrushchev interview, 

ad expected cold, rigid, courteous, yet auspecting reception 
r. pec ted people with whom I dealt to be quite inefficient, ^t too 
tnterested m he comfort or welfare of Westerners, and almost 
openly resentful. The treatment I received by no mean, bore out 
tnese preconceptions. I was treated cordiaUy everywhere. I de- 

that^te U^'f^d Staf * professed suspicion 
^ ates wanted to make war on Russia. 1 was handled 
by Intounst with good humor and efficiency. 

can evangelism of one member of the Ameri- 

an Embassy staff, who tried to convince me otherwise, I experienced 

tn TT. " “^ver^f drabne.. -Wrr.it. 

bWk-hood.d pea.anu, ftatal.d ahoe. and atpacially dark cotton ’ 
and wool .tucking, on th. woman. Indoad, I .aw ,ult. a bit of thi., 

I ' f l *’■'*“ ■=*“'•• Bu' I U.O ,aw 

colored dr.a.e., poli.h.d fingernail., .Ilk .tocking.. For example 

.nanv women had fairly weU-made clothing. e.peoliUy coat, I 
even .aw l,p.tick and rouge on the waltre.ee. in the tatouri.t Hotel 
n Kiev, and on numerous women about the streets of Leningrad. 

of thr> A to refute it. I accepted the preachment 

of i-ie American Embassy evangelist that aU this was a bad quality 
My fKdul IS that i saw many things of this nature I didn't expect to 

^ted^ rh'" appearance of people tJmn I antici- 

pated. The weather was agreeable-amny days and clear cool 

nights. But the Embassy evangelist almost convinced me that 1 was 
seeing soobething wrong- He said 1 should see the countryside back 
m the hinterland during the winter when the pumps were frosen 
and there was no hot water in the hotels. I felt it was almost heresy 

h/h f r Winter; that I wasn't back 

Sorln. n!^ Moscow, Leningrad and Kiev in the 

dfn IK nowers. I told him that I 

didn Hunk I was being subversive by making this frank adnus.ion 
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I went to Rusaia as part of an extenaive trip which I had 
planned for viaiting with foreign correapondenta of The New York 
Times at their field atations. I made application for a visa about 
March 1, When it came through about three and a half weeks later, 
i decided to so arrange my trip that I would go to Russia first. 

Other visits, so I planned, would be made to Sweden, Holland, 

England, France, Germany, Poland, Yugoslavia, Italy, Spain, Greece, 
Turkey, Lebanon, Israel and Egypt. I had it in mind that by going 
to Russia first. I would perhaps get the most uncomfortable part of 
my trip over first; furthermore, I could take more time than 1 per- 
haps could take after I had come down to two-day stands; also 
that perhaps I would be more interesting to oiir corr eepondents 
after having gone to Russia. It's amasing how well my judgment 
is turning out. 

Before leaving New York, Herbert Andree, my efficient 
and faithful assistant, arranged through Cosmos Travel Agency, 
the entire Russian trip. Our Russian experts. E. C. Daniel and 
Harrison .Salisbury had advised me to go Intourisl. Daniel, in fact, 
advised strongly that we go tlvrough the travel agency. He said 
that for a trip of two weeks, which was the extent of ray visa, 1 would 
be able to see much more if 1 went Intour i at. At least I would he 
more comiortable. Through Cosmos, 1 bought a ten-day 'package. " 
For the price of thirty dollars a day, paid in advance, I was entitled 
to de luxe hotel acconrunodations; four meals a day (breaidast, dinner, 
tea and supper), services of a guide whenever I wanted one; use of an 
automobile and chauffeur at my own command; and even a cash spend- 
ing allowance of 25 rubles {$2. 50) a day. I was supplied with a book 
of coupons railing for ail this. 

So supplied and so equipped, together with a ticket on SAS 
airlines from New York to Moscow, via Copenhagen, 1 became air- 
l>orne over Idlewild Airjiort shortly before 5 P. M, on May 28. 

The first hop from New York to Copenhagen v/as without 
particular incident, except it was the first time I'd ever occupiad a 
sleeping berth on an airplane. Good thing. Expensive too. 1 soon 
came to suspect, however, some degree of apprehension among the 
crew concerning this passenger heading for Russia. They evidently 
thought 1 needed feeding up for the kill. We'd hardly cleared Fire 
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liliuid wheu tliey i8tart«d 

**«” i «o.«. ^*“1' ■•“ouia.d It tlM ne« nu>rnij>g 

which g.ve only twenty^^tu^r'^*^'*' ">*«««■ l»ta. 

on AinCot, th. olUciZ Z^LT “ to . 

•urprl.ed »t the rether .h»hby niture 1/ t^.L ^ ‘ofriWy 

two-motor » 0 . 1 r eomewhet re.!!^L .h V “ w,e , 

U.s. , eJthough It h»d only twent^J^ ^ Conviir on llaej td the 
agreeable young ho*tte»« 4 < There waa a very 

ootohed her h.t* ln“ e JiX '^T «>‘ 

t*it«n . Uth. Two of my ^ ''•'■/ *PP«rently hod neither 

•onebU, howe„r, emi .pohr rV. ^ '"f? !>«■■- 

^0 Pre..n« of „rb. . ird / ^ 

Wns the USSR. I eem. I find o« no such 

formation wa. very nearly correct Th f o^igir^aJ in- 

Intermr of Ru..i* the moJe KuZL tii ^ ^ 

when Rus.ian faciiitie, g^t near the W to get. But 

become Vre.ternixed. Such, I told * ttiKUjncy to 

« t« in the plan* and al#o the nractlf- * for th# seat 

That wa. done in Copenha^et ^urn^v: 

jUy, it wa* Jcept well or^lo^nVmid^Tt'^^ c ^ incidem- 

thi« was the requixsment of n ^ Copenhagen airport. 

i*arn. The three passe^er. we^e 1 s3"f T ^ 

li^he Russian, a squat Zu.Uched £«gii»hm*n who 

SAlasandro, «^yox of BaltWre Thomas 

myseif. After about two and and 

g# for customs inspection and lunch Tfal ^ »topped at 

vsry superficial and so was tha Wh ix^l^ction wa. 

h*gf Off the plane, and aaked oninbtut c 
^Mured we had no rubles, the ^icLu 

®Ue. The lunch conaiste^ f^iL tf interested in any- 

•nimai. whose identity I wa. W a. 1 
fried potatoes which evidently had b ^ 

**f*d which evidently had w jjTtleli** I f * 

ortaai was on the house. ** sitting on tho table. Tht 

cow T hours of fliffbf r f 

«*' -'y quickly thM I w.. not gcu.g'tc tSf I^y‘:’“ 
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Bill Jorden, our Ckiei Moscow Correspondoat, mis there to meet me; 
ao w»a an Intouxiat guide with a car axid chauffeur. I waa iaiormed 
before arriving that I would atay at the National Hotel, which if run 
by Intoxiriet. So the guide told me I wae to be taken Ixrunediately 
there. Jordan had other plana. He warded me to go with him in 
our own office Chevrolet, driven by our Kuaelan chauffeur, Victor. 

For, he aaid, the Japaneee Anobaasador wae giving a reception In 
honor of the Emperor '« birthday and it was possible we would run 
Into some of the Soviet bigwigs there. The Intourist guide under - 
stood very readily, made no protest and courteously offered to Uke my 
bags to the hotel. I took one traveling case along, however, in 
order to change shirts at Jordan's apartment. After my change, 
we rushed over to the hotel where the Japanese reception was going 
on. And there 1 first saw Nikita. 

Yes, Mr. Khrushchov was right there, surrounded by a 
crowd of Japanese, whom I later discovered were diplomats 
newspaper men. I also caught aight of Nikolai Bulganin, President 
of the Council of Ministers--another member of the Party's Presidium 
and titular head of the Soviet Government. Bulganin was standing 
at a table bowing and smiling and talking, acting for aU like a Kentucky 
Colonel at an akfter -Derby party. Khrushchev evidently was the 
greater drawing card. 

In conversations before leaving New York with Daniel 
and SaUsbury, both of whom, of course, had lived and worked re- 
cently In Russia, they urged that 1 try to eec some of the leaders. 

At their suggestion I had sent cablegrams, over my own signature, 
to Khrushchov. Bulganin and Marshal Zhukov, the third member of 
the Big Three; to Molotov, Gromyko, the present Foreign Minister, 
and others. They had cabled on their own to certain contacts, 
notably Leonid Dyichev, head of the presa department of the Foreign 
Ministry. They also urged me to wangle invitations to any official 
receptions that might be taking place, for diplomacy these days in 
Moscow is on a cocktaU basis. Daniel and SaUabury both raised 
a ‘brassy" approach. They suggested that if I got to a reception 
attended by any of the bigwigs, grab someone who spoke English 
awi Ruestan, walk right up axud engage them in conversation. That's 
what 1 did. 
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Jorden himseli tpeaka quite paesable RuesiaQ--'&t least 
he can underataiul and make himself underatood In it-- ao we Laid 
down an assault on Bulganin. He was standing in the center ol a 
long table, with other long tables lannii^ out at right angles. It waa 
evident all around that a great party had been going on- -dirty plates, 
empty and overturned bottles, used glasses and a general hubbub 
of people who were staying to the bitter end. 

Jorden presented me to Bulganin as a newly arrived 
American, and representative of The New York Times. H* bowed 
low, extended his hand and bade me welcome to the Soviet Union. 

He asked how long I planned to stay, where I planned to go and then 
responded to my answers with a sort of "Tut, tut, you should stay 
longer and see more. " Others began to gather around us- Not 
having in mind anything special to say to him, I asked if he had ever 
visited my country. No, he said, but he'd love to. Then be added 
some general renrarks about the need for exchange of personal visits 
between high governmental officials. "See these people," he said 
through Jorden' 8 translation, and pointing to the Japs. "We had 
misunderstandings. Now they come to see us, and we talk the 
same lajiguage. " 

A blonde who identified herself to me as Mrs. Edmund 
Stevens entered the group and began interpreting. Suddenly, Bul- 
ganin fixed his eyes on her and said, "I don't belJeve I knovi/ you; 
let me get my own interpreter. " With this a young man stepped up 
and begaln doing the honors. Bulganin then reached for a glass say- 
ing, "Let's drink a toast." He had trouble finding a glass: also, 
the liquor had given out. But someone produced a bottle of vodka, 
and he and I drank a toast to what I understood was the mutual happina 
and health of our two countries. 

Just then Khrushchev came along, and Bulganin introduced 
us. He was cordial, bouncy and red-faced. A veritable throng of 
diplomats and newspapermen were following him. He had istarted a 
line of talk about guided missiles and the new spa. per men were hot 
on the trail of a story. Just then Gromyko came up and eatared the 
conversation largely ss an interpreter. He looked queBtioxingly at 
me as if to say, "Haven't I seen you somewhere before?" Then 1 
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rec^.«d n meeting we luul in tb. .uiU ol SecreUu-y Brrn*, 

^ Savoy Pla.4 in New York. He interpreted the queetion to Bolt^nin 
th* ,, crowd. Gromyko 

tw7iw ^ ^ regard, to Mr , ByrnL 


fir t ^ Japane.e reception wa. 

at Cr.t a .ur^l.e. It wouldnH have been had I known tkon of the 

•i^thns*. ol BiU Jordea. I had no invitation or ticket. He had 
only one A. we walked up to the door, he whispered to me that 
^ timggl.h men etanding around were Ru.aian secret police. Two 
Japanese attei^nts also wsre standing by. Jordan approached a 

*o^thlng in Russian, then In Japanese 
.1 heard the word New York Times'' and '‘GnOedge") and the 
ackeys simply bowed us in. Once inside, I had no inhmm«f«ai 
abo^ beardi^ the big shots. The worst they could do wna aimply 
not to talk. But they didn't even take that opportunity. They tnTiLd. 

conversed. altho.agh they didn't say anything oi world- 
shaking importance. 


The first peopli I recognised at the recepaoa weru 
kra^i, our new second rrum in Moscow, and kl» charming bride 
Ae former TobU Brown, also former Times corrc^pm^da^ at 
Barnard GoUege. I saw a number of other paopla whom I knsw, 
inosUy acwspaper people, oi course, and I met numerous others 
i was particularly impressod by the Pakistani Ambassad©r - -aino 
the Jap envoy who was very friendly. 

rh« official receptina, as I have indicated, h^s oguoms to 
^ a Vi tal instltutian tn kder national communicatloo in Ruuaki, '^hsy 
ft^nish practlcany tha or^contact between Russian oificiaia and 
diplomatic represeidatives of Western countries. Re-adi^ig the new,,- 
^pers and atten^n^g loceptionn are adrxdttedly the only xmy American 
diplomat* have of gotting information. Such contacts wore highly 
serviceable to Chip Bohien, who spolcs and rend the lounge eiip^ruiy, 
and who ^d the courage ami ability to match wits and too^ talk with 
the Russ^na. high and low, 1 was tald that cockti.il 
^tunlly begnn in the USSR U the American JCmh^asy'. 
f>»y ceUbraUon a year ago inut July. Bulganin. KhrusheWv and 
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Russian, havs Isarnsd to use ths system expertly, apparently. 

They even m-tcate their f.elin*. toward other oountrie. by the 
agree of rank they send to the various receptions. On Wednes- 
^y following the Japanese party on Monday, I went to a Dutch re-' 
caption la honor of the Queen's birthday. Eye. were popping 

“ "viL'u '■“^ 1 ,"*.'° ie Krem- 

lin. f Iiutlly. the Israeli Andiasaador came in and remarked to 

a group of us: "They won't be here today. I know by the rank of 

police officers outside. " The Soviet and Dutch had been calling 

each other names and the "big snub" was In order. The laraeLi 

^ibassador received the same treatment the following week at 

his reception commemorating Israel's Independence Day. 

The day after the Japanese reception, which was my 
«cond day m Russia, Jordan and 1 had lunch at the American Em- 
Ussy with the charge d'affaires, Richard Davi,. He ha. been 
holding the iort since Ambassador Bohlen's departure. The Nor- 
wegian ArrJia.sador to the USSR alao was there. He was very in- 

H' Davis confDmed readUy report. 

I i«d heard of diJficulaes of diplomatic representation, and .1^0 
the important part pUyed by the institution of the recepUon. The, 

^o bel.eved the Russian, to be sincere in their desire for a new 
high-level approach to world problem#. 

^ morning 1 had one of my mo#t pleaaant experiences, 
the meeting of Alexis, who was to be my Intourist guide throughout 

years old. wau a former 

school teacher. He had taught in Siberia "on a mission. " he said 
lor several years when he had a breakdown in health. He gave up 
h.i8 teaching job, for which he was paid 2, 000 rubles ($200 at current 
exchange rates). When he recovered, he accepted a guide's job at 
1. 000 rubles ($100. But hr lik.d th. guide Job hs safd, H. 11 , m 
meet "such nice people"; also, he traveled around a lot on expense 
account so he was ail right. He had bed eyes, although he did not 
wear glasses. In fact, I saw very few people wearing glasses W 
where. He told me that his left eye was what "you Americans call 
an Idle eye. " [ ijad never heard such an expression, but let it go. 
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Beior« leaving New York I had received from the D«.nlel- 
SaJlebury "travel bureau" a ll«t of thing e 1 »ho\ild eee in. Moeco'w, 

Kiev and Leningrad. I gave the U»t to Alaxie. What I mw was taken 
directly from that list. If, a* many will doubtleea auepect, I waa 
ahown only what the Ruaelana wanted me to cee, the n I am. or 
Cliff and Harriaon are, largely to blame. 

My flret excureion with Alexle waa to the GUM department 
atore. It waa quit* a apectacie. The atore ia not la the exact nature 
of an American department atore. Rather, it la a coUaction of 
amaU ahopa, comparable to one of oxjj arcadea. But what impreaead 
me moat waa the evidextee of buying power. It waa the day before 
May Day and the place waa packed and jammed. Line a ran out 
from every counter where anything waa for aale, ranging from 
toy balloona, which had the longeat Line, to the jewelry ttaiia. 
which had leaa, axid even to $180 (1, 300) men 'a auita. Shoe a were 
being aold over the counter a without try-ona. Certainly a break 
for the clerka. Suita and dreaaea were going the aame way, like 
hot cakea at a county fair. All aorta of mar chai ndi no were on display. 
I examined much of it and would aay that the quality waa nothing to 
compare, in the main, with Americao gooda. But stuff cer- 
tainly waa moving. 

£vidently there would be quite an inflatioa In the larger 
cities of Russia were there not such rigid parice controla. Conaumer 
goods are in short supply at beat. The aame kind of buying 1 saw in 
Moscow, 1 also saw In Kiev and Leningrad, I thought the quality of 
things in Leningrad was superior. The store diaplaya in Kiev were 
the beat of the three. I didn't buy anything at GUM the first day. but 
went back later and bought some phonograph records (long-playing 
ones for the equivalent of 70 cents each) and some novelty boxna. 

Moat luxury things were terribly expensive. 1 couldn't stay long in 
the meat and fish store. Between the fish and the Ruaaiana, the 
smell - - whew I 

I was told that the regime (all stores are owned by the stats) 
had fed quite a bit of high-priced merchandise into the stores to try to 
syphon off the excess purchasing power. But evidence of buying 
pressure was present everywhere 1 went. I saw teievialonfl in many 
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shops. On «. trip out from Moucow, I tras impressed by the sight 
of TV aerials. 1 was told there Is a backlog of automobile orders of 
more than a year's standing. There is no official installment 
buying, although 1 was told there is quite a bit of ''personal" lending 
among individuals, for the purchase of automobiles, television sets 
and the like. TV sets are about the same price as in the U.S. , 
while automobiles are a shade lower in price and perhaps many 
shades lower m quality. These prices are caicvilated at the new 
ten rubles to one dollar tourist rate. But In terms of Russian 
purchasing power tlioy are very high. The cheapest Soviet car 
costs the average worker a whole year's pay. 

1 he May Day parade through Red Square was something I 
truly would have hated to miss. Jorden had obtained for me a ticket 
to the reserved stands (stands is correct; no sitting) and I saw the 
best, though not all of it; it was too Long, The leaders were there in 
full feather, all standing on the parapet of the Lenin-Stalin tomb. 

Pirst was a riulitary parade, not too different from most military 
parades, although the 100-plece band was most inipresslve, both In 
slae and performance. Then followed a parade of athletic groups, 
marching and performing. Driagine a soccer game in progress as the 
whole group moved at about four or five miles an hour through Red 
Square. By far the most ioipressive part was the "dfemonstratloa" 
when hunored* of thousands of workers, iOO-abreast burst into that 
square, ij. was more than impressive, it was terrifying. The throng 
had been lughly organlr.ed, it converged from every connecting street 
into the eiiirance to the square. Groups had been sent from factories: , 
from offices, from collective farms, from schools and from Lord 
only kiiowe where else. The nunUjer participating were estimated at 
more than 2, 000, 000. Men, women and children, with many of 
tile latter carried on parents' shoulders, thronged through, singling and 
shouting, while a voice from the loudspeaker kept extolling the 
beauties of communism. Must of tlie groups carried branches and 
flowers. A contingent of children, all carrying bouquets, broke on 
sigiial and made Cor the tomb and covered it with flowers. 

But the May Day celebration would have been rewarding for 
me if for no other reasons that It was tiiexe I met "the giiTo. " The 
girls were a group of eighteen television and radio program directci s, 
perfortners and managers from the United States. They had arrlv<td 
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tiir»e o’ckiick tka.t directly the U. S. A. iund wexy 

about the huuixmmB of thdng. bi. Thisy were the typ® who tym 

home .howB, cookiiEf program# and the like. They were ^ 

fit to kiU. and well e<|uipped with note book*, cameras Intourim. 
auide*- Two youjsg men and oa© woman guide had thuxa in low, 
aisd what a ball they were hiiTing. The mother hen of the group wa# 
on* Mr*. Beatrice Jahn»oa, who rua* s^ame kind of television Insin^ 
show in Kaaiw-a City and who mak«» u apeciaUty of organiaing tow 
inn oarUe. such a a the one I saw. They had with them tiw msa, u 
^^apher and a .ound recorder operator . They had been greeica 
»t the airport that nrnrning by a band and fully 5, 000 people. 


Whan they discovered who 1 was. they tulked m.y ear >ed^f. 
They told m* how they were going to our Embaffsy that afternoon for 
cocktail*] how than they ware going to get Dick Davis te ^ 
fox * visit with .ome of the Soviet leader*. I started to tell them 
save thcTnselvas th. trouble and Davl* th* embarrassment, he 
do a thing about H. But I thought 2‘d b^st keep my tpungu® . 
aot fed up with the paraiis tbaut the aarti® time and star-tod back to Uii> 

National Lul, where they us well ar I were staying. I 
that another *tmn wae with th*m. a pto-clothes secm^ity 
He turned out to be a very nice and affective person. We hud tc^ 
all the way around the KraaiMn, two and oae-haM miles, and tam'.ni,r 
wav through the crowd at every inter aksctioa. The sacmdty policemua, 
who hie little tan-year -cid daughtar with him, ceitairdy knov/ 
magic word*. W« were the only peopl® who crossed the lima* te 

five hour* or mere. 


Now , ti'y to imagine my surprise wk*n, two day* Uter, re- 
txu-niDg from a trip to a ceUecUve Urm. I foujad out that 
«een both Bulganin and 2.huks>v, Henring thie, Jorden c&Ued Mrs . 
Johnson and invited her out to drink® with us. IsiStoad. ishe ca:mfe W 
dinner -with Jordan, the Fraiakels aad myuelf to a ia>r-§® ©tat«-'awrvs<( 
restaurajit (sverytMng l» state owaad}. Ya». they h&idl £)©®& B'yUMiiJfli' n 
and Zhukov "and what interesting ax4 sdee people they war«S” Tlisy 
bad sat in Buigu.nin‘s chrir . *ach in turn. Th©y int®rvi©wsd 
on what he Ukad to eat. W'hi’it he liked in women’s hatisi. aasd to-d 
what else. Zdsdsov, ‘’tfiat alee generaJ”, had given ws>ch a mediwi, 
Furthermore, Bulganin tad allowed tl^em to tak© picturres and make a 
eound reem-dii^g M th« wlaale procaduve. Thiw ie N<rr a siat 
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for moit lK*n an hour after dinner and liatened to the plajrback of 
the recording. So, I fancy that Kaunsaa City. Rocheater, Detroit, 
and other placea represented by "the glris” are going to hear a lot 
from Russia tfiia Fall, some of it in Bulganin's and Zhukov's own 
voices, i asked Mrs. Johnson how she had arranged the meeting, 
ft turned out ahe had done it all by telephone from Kansas City, 
directly to Bulganin's office. 

Speaking of restaurants, the four of us, Jordan, the 
F r&rikels and 1, went to the Praga restaurant on May Day eve. There 
-^as a band piaytng .^mericar- dance music. The Russians ate it 
ip. We asked some of the girls to dance with us, and they did. 

Alter a while, some others came over and asked us to dance, They 
dAnced very weU indeed, but were unable to converse at all because 
of the language barrier. The point here ia that all classes of people 
•eern to be. relaxing, certainly from the disciplines which ) under- 
sioorl to be the rule in the USSR up until two or three years ago. 

! Heard on every hand that the old Stalinist terror had'suhsided. 
leopie, as I have said. di<ln‘t seem reticent to comrauxucate with 
n c, so far as this could be done against the language difficulties. 

\ saw numerous Western people who spoke Russian, who b^ld me of 
recent visits with Russians and of the freer and easier relations 
with and among them. The old fear of the knock on the door at night, 
i -llowod bv someone's being whisked off to Siberia, has disappeared, 
so i was told, 

F usSisnK travel about the country to quite an extent, but 
a in orgauiaed groups and to specified places Public bars 

are not prevalent In the mUes 1 vlaited, but I was told they were coming 
into being ;n many of the outlying neighborhoods 

Aies s and I went on quite a rosmd of sighs -seeing. Day 
af’.er day we were going somewhere. He was moat agreeable and 
helpful. From my fir si meeting with him he set up a campaign to 
persuade me to go to Kiev and Leningrad. It was evident, of course, 
that h* wanted to go himself. I figured he roust have a gai in each 
port. It turned out that he had one in Leningrad. I asked Toby Fraakel 
So go along With me to most places around Moscow She had only 
beer/ the> e two and one-half weeks and was eager to get acquatnled 
with the surroundings. J had a nice agreeable guide, an automobile 
available a,ij of the time, a.*wi Alexis was anxious to have Toby along. 
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One of tte places £. C. eo<i MArTlson hjid urged me to eee 
was the ancient monastery at Zagorsk, about 65 miles from Moscow. 
So Alexis took me there, along with Toby, It was a moat impressive 
place. Services were in progress in three or four chapels. There 
peasants, largely old women, prayed in the most demonstrative sort 
of way. The chants of the priests and responses of tlie congregation 
were beautiful. I had asked Alexis the day before about the possi- 
bility of buying an Ikon at some shop. He had advised waiting until 
we went to Zagorsk. As we completed our tour of the monastery, 
the young monk, Pather Bartholemew, who had been showing us 
around asked us into the Superior's "inn. " There he introduced 
us to Ids boss, a tail fine -looking man with long hair and beard, 
wearing a dark grey habit. After some pleasantries, the chief 
monk asked if Toby and I would accept two painted ikons. We did, 
with the best responses Alexis could translate. When I offered a 
contribuUon, he refused, "uidess.” he said, "we wanted to con- 
tribute for prayers for some relatives or friends." So, Darlings, 
you have been prayed for at Zagorsk to the tune of 50 rubles. 

1 attended two church services in Moscow on the Simday 
1 was there. One was at a Russian Orthodox church, which was 
literally mobbed by communicants; the other was a Baptist church, 
similarly crowded. The Baptists are. i was told, the second 
largest church group in both Moscow and Kiev, it was just like 
a Baptist church In Mississippi. The communicants, on the 
average, were younger tiian at the Orthodox church, and apparently 
better off economically. Both groups were highly emotional, es- 
pecially I le Baptists. The singing at the latter was really moving -- 
Just Like hymns back home but more beatliuliy done, with full 
audience participation. But such weeping! I've never seen the like. 
A man behimi me was singing in the most beautiful baritone voice, in 
perfect harmony with the crowd. I turned to see what he looked like 
He wa s a man of about thirty -five, holding a UtUe boy by the hand. 

The tears were raining down his face and dripping off hJs chin. At 
the Orthodox c }jurch I noticed a line of old women going into a side 
door. I asked .Alexis; "Axe they going in to confession?" He replied 
' No, the toilet. " 

It suddenly dawned on me on our returning from Zagorsk, 
that Toby, as a resident foreigner, was not supposed to go more tiian 
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2? kilometers (l5 miles) from Moscow without special permission 
from the foreign office. Alexis said to "forget it," he»d fix every- 
thing. The next day, before taking off for a collective farm, we 
checked with the Foreign Office to see whether it would be all right 
for her to go, "Go ahead," was the word. 

All through the countryside I was impressed by the 
shabbiness of buildings and the generally dirty appearance of thingsj 
also the crowded roads, I was unprepared for the prevalence of 
log houses, either along the roads or in Moscow, I marvelled at 
the maty houses which seemed to be sinking in the middle or falling 
over backwards. Housing for humans is admittedly one of the weakest 
part of the Soviet performance. People live jammed up eveiywhere. 

There is a frantic apartment-buildihg program going on in each of 
the cities I visited, but the construction is far below American 
standards and will hardly survive very long before it dlstintegrates. 
The building industry seems to be among the poorest, I would have 
judged that the American Embassy ccmipound was built at least thirty 
years ago, I was told, hcwever, that it is scarcely five years old, 

I couldn’t get used to the women day laborers. Most of 
the construction workers >diom I saw, including railway section hands, 
street repair people-most of the drudge laborers— were women. 
Plasterers, house painters, similarly, were women. Quite an unusual 
sight for one who grew up in an American matriarchy, 

I wound up ny Moscow sight-seeing with a visit to the Lenin- 
Stalln tanb and the Kremlin Museum, The two old boys are there, 
lying in glass cases for all to see. They Seem a bit waxey, but by siid 
large they're kept in pretty good shape. Every occasion that the tomb 
is open for visitors, it is thronged. The Sunday afternoon Toby and I 
went through, the line extended more than a mile long along the Krem- 
lin wall, Alexis talked his way right up to the head. We both were 
somewhat embarrassed, but Alexis said it was our privilege as 
tourists. One thing he couldn't talk away, hoever, was the require- 
ment to check wraps in every public building. It’s not that the 
authorities are afraid you might be carrying a bomb, according to 
Alexis, but it's bad etiquette in the USSR for a man or woman to wear 
a topcoat in a building. 
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Reverting to conjitrucUon, tliere axe ■•voa •kyacraper 
ehow-bmldlaga in Moacow. One of theae ia at the Uidveraity of 
Moscow. We viaiUd that building one morning. Aleada wanted to 
•how off the achooJ. also wanted ua to aae how the atudenta lived. He 
inalated w* ahould see a "bed-sitter", which turned out to be a 
•Itting-room- bedroom (aU in one} affair. He said he got the term 
from an American. I found out later he must have got it from an 
Englishman. But to the coaatrucUon. I noticed the building waa 
rather shabby la places. Piaster was falling off in spots and the 
plumbing waa at least pre- World War n. Alexia told m* that plana 
for the building were completed In the ThirUea, were then laid aside 
because of the war; were brought up again in 1950 and the building 
constructed according to original specifications. That was about as 
Impressive «.a to learn that in the dormitories men and women 
live on the same floor. That waa somewhat evident in the ’'bed- 
sitter we vfaited, for the young woman occupant apparently was 
pregnant. 


Kiev was altogether a different city from Moscow, and 
I..eningrad waa in a class to itself. The latter was built subatantiaLlly # 
a^ single project of Peter the Great at the beginning of the Eighteenth 
Century. It has a definite Western European appearance. Kiev is ao 
older city than either, with its rcmts going back to the Eiev#nth Cun- 
tury. The Ukrainians, for whom Kiev is the Mecca, are somewhat 
disdainful of Muscovities, or Russians generaXly; something of the 
attitude of a South Carolinian for the Nawth. 

At Kiev 1 ran into several Americana. One waa an elderly 
Jewish man named Kipnis, who once waa head of the National Container 
Corporation before he sold it to Owens lUlnoia Glass Company for, 
according to him. $180. 000. 000. He was there to see hi» 80-year -old 
sister and sundry relaUves. I had seen him in Moscow. He spoke 
Russian, having bees born near Kiev axudl lived there 
he was thirteen. He is now seventy-five. He told me he was having 
no trouble at all getting around and visiting with whomever he 
pleased. He added that it was a far different story this time rb*" 

•even years ago. 1 went with him. hia sister and six other relative i 
to a cir.-jus. I saw the damnedest animal act I ever saw; even traljgod 
chicken#, rabbits, turkeys, pigs and porcupines. Mr. mpnis wanted 
me to stay for a banquet he was giving at the Intouriat Hotel for forty 
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re.3.tiveft inti fxieiui«. He said He Knew Ted Bernett-in; Ted’s fatHer, 
he eaid, was His attorney. 

Another Aittericnn I encounlered wa s a Mr, Polaky. an 
accomita.nl ftoin PJdladelphia {Pa., iKat is.) He started compiatn- 

immediately. Ha had come to Russia to see the grave of hi* mother, 
about sixty miles »out.h of Kiev'. The authorities wouJiirdt give him 
periiJesion, he said. Apparently he had put in a formal request for 
the viifiit, and when nothing happ<“tie<l wiOrlr a few hours, he started 
throwing Ms weight aro'xnri. He wanted me to get in touc>j with Jorden 
In Moscow to ’'put on some heat. ” He was furious: he’d been cooHxig 
his heels lor ten days his visa had ctjily two nu-re days to go. As 
he walked away. Alexis said he would have been gl ' 1 to take him tct His 
rrsother's gra ze had he not made an issue of it. Alexia insisted tlxat 
ont'J he ha J raised so much fuss. Polaky couM have hired an In- 
tourist car and gone f>ri his own. Whether Alexis vns right or was 
pitliiiig my leg, I do not know- 

Al Kiev, inrident»ny. Alexia had to liAve an Interpreter, 
too. He didn't speak Ukraniau. So, with a Ulranlnn Inicnirist guide 
named Vladanvir , we went to an ancient monastery, said by Alexis to be 
one of ihe Holiest places in the tradiiicm of the Russian chujch. We 
were taken iHrough a. series of imderg r«,nnd tunnels where 140- some 
«aii‘L# were nterred m glass topped woodeis l^oxes In tiny alcoves 
rt. w,5« an eerie experience We Had to tarry cnadJes all the way. We 
were with a group, some of who *»i were Highly devout. Alexis told me 
seveia.i had come from huiitlreds oX mJlea un what, for Uiem, was a 
pilgrimage of a lifetitoe, just to pray at this particular place. Others 
were scoifers, who kept up a rurinlng argument with tlie young monk 
who was eficortiiig us, ss to the reasons for the go>d state Cif preservation 
c»f sorjic of the bodies. The moak Insisted with vehcrrience, amounting 
at tin..e» to rage, that Jt was a matter of the grace of Cod. The 
scoffer®, rooeti / ruung RaHsian*, insisted it was a case of good 
.Russian emlialimng, p.ln# gox*d soil. I stayed out of that one. 

lu gett.uri 4 i off onto the saints. I wandered away Lrorn the 
Anvericaus i rnn ac.ro*s In Kiev, AjiotHcr, who was anytiil.ng but a 
»aiat---h« was tewj atlractlve and puckj.»h- - was a young Priiireton 
gj uduaie n.amc '1 di.Ll Hardy, from C. 'me i.tinati . I met him c-'i Ltie diniag 
loom ot the infourisL Hotel, Alexis had ju«t left for th« nlglit wheii 
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Ikis young l*d up and aaked hi Ruaaian ii he might sit st my 

table. When I responded it* fingJiah he immediately asked in £ngli*h 
If 1 were Amoricaji, and I wa s . He told me he'd been having an 
awful time His stoi y «aa that lie had specialised In Russian studies 
at Princeton and he had come over to Russia to tr y to arrange to go to 
school in the USSR, next year. He spoke Russian, bui he lived Ahnerican 
in the best tradition. He had been all over the lot. He had gone up 
oao street and down the other in the down-graded and up-graded 
areas alike, knocking on doors, visiUiig with families, playing with 
children- -what a boy? Well, somewhere along the line h© had 
attracted the attention of public authorities. Moscow liad apparently 
Uken him in stride-.be had spent the night there with a Russian fesjwJiy - - 
bul in Kiev they didn’t know whsl to do with him. And he didn't know 
what to do with himaolf. His Russian iaaguage in the Ukraine nvi4e 
Mm even more suspect- -this Ukraine which was the training ground 
for Khrushchev. And h* didn’t help matters by being junt a Cincinnati 
boy. He went horn hoaie to home. Kid* followed Mm in the streot*. 
When they asked him “why America want# to make war on us. “ he 
told them whoever said tliat was a damn liar. Well, it was Khru*vh- 
chev. the Lion at Kiev, who had said it. He went out to the beach 
and swam with some Ukrainian kids. He played football (soccor) 
with tkeiiu got into a friendly tussle and broke hi* glasses. He 
al>out to take over the place when he fouled things up with picUu-« 
taking. 'Twas just so simple a thing as photographing the head- 

f^uarters of the Secr et Police* which had been pointed out to him by 
aom* Ukrainian. 

Well, young Mr. Hardy got too much for thena, evidently. 

He bad been trying desperately for day# to obtain mitiilAtm passage 
■out of the co'oitry, but to lio avail- After taking th* picture of tS'-.e 
police station, for which h* was roa in but *eleased, ha got bis 
passage posUiaste, Whea I last eaw him he was at the Kiev nirport, 
whence 1 was taking off to Leningrad. Intour 1 si had put a very 
p^rsoaisbU and elficleat jnoung l»dy with him, to see to it that he got 
on the plane to Vier-na The plane was held up for a fsw minutes 
while Mr. Hardy settled for aacass weight of luggage, ail mado up 
of Russian book*. He hsd an Idea toward the last that ha was bijiag 
followed «t every step. Tor that i wouldn't bifixn® tha Ruselams* or 
«v«n tie w y orke r * , 
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Another foreigner I encountered wa* a gal repreaenting 
the Evening Standard of London. She waa looking for trouble and 
the Ruaeiane were being exceaeiveiy mean by not giving it to her. 

She waa loud-mouthed and provocative. She was picked up twice, 
simply by workers for taking pictures of certain things evidently 
forbidden. But the police slvooed her out of the station each time, 
much to her disgust, shan't be able to write about her experiences 

in a Soviet jail. 

On our second day in Kiev, Alexis arranged for a motor - 
boat ride up the Dneiper River. I didn't particularly care to bounce 
around in a speed boat fox an bo\ir, but ho insisted and 1 went along. 

The Dneiper, apparently, has an importance in Ukrainian history 
which I didn't ‘onderstand. As we were making our way down to 
the boat landing, a nattily-dressed young Russian army lieutenant 
caught up from behind and passed us. He was saying something 
which Alexis interpreted to be a quotation from a Ukrainian poet, 
saying in effet;t, no bird could fly to the middle of the Dneiper, 

I asked Alexis In which direction was the Dneiper dam that was 
blown up by the Germans during the war. For one of two times 
during my association with him he went blank. "That. " he said, 

' wouidii’t have been published in this country. " The other tiitus 
was when I tried to inquire into hts teaciting experience in Siberia. 

He changed the subject quickly and firmly. 

On tii« plane from Kiev to Leningrad we met up with a 
couple of Inendly souls. How we met 1 do not exactly know. The 
first thing we knew they were engaging us in conversation from 
the pair of seats immediately in front of us. One identified himself 
as Alexex Ivanovich Poitozats, editor of "Oitchzna" (Fatherland) 
and the ot’ner was a young Leningrad surgeon. Dr. Arcady Deaaxhn®, 
who had been to Kiev to conduct some demonstrations in gynecology. 
(The Engiists speUings of the names above were supplied by Alexis. ) 

We had morning tea with them In Minsk, whence I was pleased to 
send a postcard to my old friend, Sol Taishoff, editor and publisher 
of Broadcasting Magazine in Washington, who was born In Minsk, 
yy e Alexex Ivonovich jPoltonats Later, several times, in Lenin- 

grad. He had gone over ostensibly to confer with a pubUsher who wa# 
bringing out one of his Ukrainian books in Russian. The doctor wanted 
to know all. about the Mayo Clinic. 1 found he knew much more titan 
i did. 
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There ween’t enough unuaunl about L>eningrad, in 
my term*, to compete for much epece hers, la truth, the ua- 
ueual p»Jt of it era.* a slight return to the uoual. In terma of my ex- 
perience it wa* a large, comparatively attractive and comfortabla 
town. The people were better dreeaed and apparently gayer than in 
Moacow or Kiev, but that waa due in part, no doubt, to the fact that 
they were having their beat weather in weeka. We arrived there o» 
the aplit aecond of achedule. Wherever I went Ihla part of the atoxy 
waa the same. jpianea--ami I travelled only by airplane - -were 
always off on time and down on time. The crewa were pleasant arwi 
hoajdtable, albeit 1 wiahed the hoatseaea had aome respect for 
the aenae of amell. Never again will I make dirty remarka about 
the American deodar ant induatry. Viva MUM. 

But in heningrad 1 aleo had a moat memornbie experience. 

I waa ataadiag in the door of the Aatoria Hotel, where 1 waa quartered, 
watching the people go by. At that moment I waa counting the nurrdKir 
of people who passed by without eyaglaasea. More than 200 had gone 
by, from one way or the other, when I looked around and saw a little 
girl of about ten year* staring at me. That wasn't ©f itself particu- 
larly unusual. For wherever an American stops, someone goes up 
to him to engage his attention. She kept pointing to my necktie. It 
waa s bow tie, itself unuaual in the country, but this one was rad 
with black polka dots. Then she pointed to a pin on h*r rweatar. 

FlnaUy, she unfastened the pin and asked to pin it on me. I agreed, 

not knowing what in the devil it was. The doorman who was wa&chlrig 

this kefX tr ying to tell me what it wss all about, but even his Rue ©las 

must have been bad. Finally, I gsve the little girl some American 

coins and retreated into th* lobby. The next day when I toM this 

story to Alexis, he told me that the little girl was s member of the 

"Young Pioneers. " The p.in which she gave me, snd which I ha^ve on 

my key chain, had the motto "Always Be Prepared." When I remarked 

that it was substanlislly the motto of the Boy Scout# and Girl Scouts 

in Americs, he hastened to sssure me that there muut be a groat 

difference. This organisation, the "Young Pioneers", he said, was 

a sort of kindergarlen for the Communist Party. Youngsters wer% r«cru4t#4 

oat of its ranks (its age grouping was from nine to fooxteen yeere) 

into the Young Comrruntst Lesgue and then into the Psurty 

He said that only a few went on throxigb to the final tiitup, not bocsiuao 

they were xmwLtLing, but because of the rigid requixam^snts of tlie 

Party. He took this occasion to tell ute that be was a Party 

member, thoi^gh completely in tune with its objective^. 
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Alexis was a very cultured man. He could quote 
.Shakespeare endleaaly; also Mark Twain, O. Henry. James Fcnl- 
more Cooper, Charles Dickens and certain other English and 
American writers, J was told that these are among the selected 
English -language authors for the USSR. He had no limiutions In 

. efe rente to Russians in any field of the arts- -iitei ature, paiatlne 
and music. 


From the time we started on the trip to Kiev and Leningrad 
i had a hunch that I was going to see one or more of the leaders. On 
night before I left on Monday morning, I had attended a press 
party given by Uyichev at the Moscow Press Club, Through the inter- 
cession of a young Russian journalist named Valentin Bcreshnov, 
vue t hief Editor ai The New Times, whom I had previously met in 
tx^e U. S, A , I was privileged to have quite a cottver sation with Dylchev. 
1 . of course put in a word (myself and Jorden) for an interview 
w.th someone oi high station, Mr. Ilyichev, who was quite drunk, 
assured us he was trying to work things out, for it was through him 
dxai tlie request had been channeled. When I told him I was leaving 
the next day. and might not return, he said, in effect, that he'd find 
me 1/ .1 was still in the USSR. Beginning the next day Jorden stepped 
up his hourly caUs to a half -hour basis, and he Uterally nagged the 
foreign office half to death, at least for a definite answer. I did not 
intend returning to Moscow for anything less than the best; otherwise, 

I was going out to Stockholm from leningrad. 

f'bat Press Club perty was anotliec bacchanal. We ^Jorden, 
Frank ei and I) got in with a group of loud-mouthed Russians, two of 
whom spoke excellent English, We drank quite a few toasts with 
them, downing a glass of vodka with each. Flnslly, one of them sug- 
gested we adjcirn to his apartment. His wife, who was there, joined 
in the warm invitation for "evsrybody come home with us. " A# we 
separated to get o^jr wraps, an act of magic took place. In less time 
that it takes to t«U it, all the Russians had disappeared. They seemed 
to dissolve into the w&<jdwork. Not one was left. And we haven't 
heard frorr. ojie of them since, despite all the promises to "let's get In 
toui h, yes, let's do U tomorrow." '’'’be telef^omr numbers we gathered 
simply didn't answer . When I took leave of Ilflchev, he raised his 
glass to propose a toast. T rying to focus on me with his FloxHng eyes. 
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of i f Time«j 

you think ia beat for Thc'^New Yo^k^-n Time* and wtiat 

But here** m the difference. *' *re greatly different, 

..turn mo.=„.:To **“* “ 

»«.: "I >m torrj you didn't u-out'o,, tllfto'm 
hfv. boon ,blo to do oom-hino In 111 df r^' 

^**Wy pl.t.od to bo f^rn ■“ o‘ a t'J 1; 

«t Kiev he arranged to b- nnHfi j So. when we arrived 

CU fun fto^^Morco^ ivt '^ 

n^podJtlon h.'d irnuirt for 
I-lu .od dioappolot^on, li „o,ni;t5 ,.'.‘b*er‘' ^ 

watching of the k->r bnv ?n-i 4 r . constant 

dp to Thutnday nft*,„oo„ at Lotu!.^ “ad^”' !«l«Phoa*, w. 

AIttci, and'l wLo 'ontd^.f ‘ *“ *' “«»• 

daltnit, word, ono way St'anolkfr **'* “ 

Jot id I w„a raturuioi. to Moa'^w bfil , 

plane ticketa. He aLreadv ’-kH ^ ’ a ^ rearrange all the air- 

out fto™ 1-ninft.d t Si’cihobn":'^ *^°“*‘** “* 

again at 3 P.M. He cUd Still nn H rs ' don said he* d call 

there waa no turndown a docff my.tifyBxg of 

cided. therefore, to ro back to^ to be inade. I de- 

there to Stochho’n on Sn*urda and catch a plane Xronn 

catch in Rioti AJe>is wa« ^ the same one I would 

to dc dordt ttlt^hln.:. H*.*" ■ *• i t°W ^ -Ut 

the next (Friday) *** ^ 

mlnut,. lu whicb to nkt * outL t ';at^'f.L“^/ 

made it. ' * plane for Moscow, 'ly* 


bed ratiier carSy ii/v -t ~x ro'd 'T^ 7 "^* P»il>HBhed. 1 want to 

‘It. time to u • • '**' >“P “P 

b.pn tuvitud to 00:0, r'o.; , ;-,i L?*' ,?: '=**'■ ‘-i 

, w,U7 rr..<. , J 1 axrangemenl* were moat 
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agreeable. The car picked us up at 2:10, and we were whisked 
over to the Communist Party headquarters, about three blocks 
north of the Kremlin, arriving at 2:20, We were ushered immediately 
in to Khrushchev, along with Ilyichev, who went up in the elevator 
with us. We were there until U:10, 

There isn't much I can add to the published story regarding 
the man and hie surroundings. He was outwardly cordial, calm and 
apparently completely self-assured. He bounced out from behind his 
desk and greeted me, extending his pudgy little hand. He bade me 
to a seat near the head of a long wooden table, covered with a half 
runner of green material. He took a seat directly opposite me. 

An inteiTpreter took his place at the head of the table. To Khrush- 
chev's left was Ilyichev and to my i*lght, Jorden and a stenographer, 
who followed us in from the outer office, 

I opened the conversation ty telling him briefly of my 
visit to the USSR, mentioning particularly my impressions of the 

Day parade, I thanked him for receiving me and asked if I might 
ask a few questions, 

"Please do, " he replied, 

I then told him that I hadn't come there to argue with him 
about anything} that the questions I would ask were intended to get a 
clearer idea of his views and those of his country on certain topics, 
to pass along to the readers of The New York Times, I told him that 
I was in charge of the "factual” part of The Times; that I had little 
or nothing to do with forming ttie editorial policy and was wholly in- 
dependent of opinions expressed by the paper. Later, I attempted to 
illustrate by telling him that whereas The Times editorially had sup- 
ported Eisenhcwever for President, I had voted for Stevenson twice 
and the fact was well known to my superiors. He didn't seem to 
understand, or at least to believe me, 

I read my questions from a list which I had prepared with the 
help of Salisbury, Daniel and Jorden. The Translator took notes of 
each question, put it into Russian for Khrushchev and repeated the 
process in reverse with his answers. At no time did he balk or bridle 
at a question. The list of questions was quite long, Wg had made it up 
in the half expectation that any leader, if he decided to receive me, 
would require questions in advance. He did not require them, so I 
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r«md tlx«m p«r»ozi&lly'. Z had indicated in my note* a certain 
priority of questiona» however. In caae the interview ahouid bo 
cut off before I got them all la. Luckily I did »o, for 1 ww* able 
to aek no more than half my list during the hour and fifty minute* 
with him. 


The old boy seemed to enjoy the whole thing. He warmed 
up as we went along. Repeatedly, aa he took long periods in which 
to give his replies, which I could not immediately understand, 1 
lapaed Into reCLoction*. 1 tried to rise in my mind to the Importance 
of the occasion. I tried to impress upcm myself that here 1 was 
sitting there at the very center post of the internatloaial comnmnist 
conspiracy, in tibe presence of the chief engineer of the aparatus; 
bafore one of the nmst powerful Irkdivlduala In the world, so far at th# 
chance a of war at^ peace ware concerned. 1 could convince myself 
of this Intellectually 5 I knew these were the facts. Bui 1 simply 
couldn't feel It. 1 have since tried to analyse this emxdional dead- 
spot. 1 guess it came from a sort of sense of disgust that this 
peeolna little man. with his toughness and crudeness 
bulging through any show of good manners should be In such a poaititmi 
: that my generation had permitted the world to get into such a ctate as 
: to be troxibled in any way by this little braggart. The very fact that 
■ I had to regard him a* of highest material for Interview gave me, I 
am sure, an inner sense of revulsion. 

When at the end of the interview i arose to go. he came 
around to shake hands and wish me well. Hs brought up again a 
little aide exchange we had had ahoxtt hi* coining to the U. S. He 
said, with a chuckle, he couldn't come as a tourist without being 
fingerprinted, and he didn't like that. I replied by pulling out my 
Defense Department Accreditation Card to show him my fingerprints 
on the back of it. I told him that no one in America took ofieniie at 
being fingerprinted for such document*. 

"Than you must be a crirainaL " he said with a laugh. He 
had given off qpiite a chuckle a moment before when, cutting off the 
intervtew-“which he said he'd like to contlnua--h 0 announciad he 
had to go out "to meet the Mongolian delegation. " 
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We withdrew through the outer office into the main corrl- 
dor. There w* jiaw him again. He raised hi* Dttle hat as he passed 
and said; "Off to see the Mongolian*. ” 

Only time will teU hi* place in hi*tory, or even hi* con- 
tiiming roJe in the Soviet Union and Communist Party. Theoretically, 
he i« head of an eleven-man Presidium (party governing board) which, 
again theoretically, decides policle* by ♦'majority vote. " He i* 
also a member of live top triumverate of himself. Bulganin and 
Marshal Zhukov. Bat I got the definite impression from what I saw and heard 
tliat, at least for the present, he i* the bull moose, liowever, there i* 
also the impression throughout the small Western colony (diplomats, 
correspondents etc, ) Lr Moscow that no one, Khrushchev or anyone 
else, ia going to be allowed soon to fasten a personal Stalin-like rein 
on the party or the Soviet government if it 1* within the power of ail 
the otiiers to prevent it. 

After leaving Mr. Khruechev's office, we went to The Tirne* 
office, which i* also Jorden's apartment. There we reconatructed. 
our notes. Thi* took more than two hours. Then 1 wrote my story. 

I wa» told by Jorden that, being a tourist, I might be able to telephone 
the story to Loixdon without check by censorship. I insisted, how- 
ever, that it go through censor; I wanted to see what, if anything, 
would be cut nut, or if the story would be allowed to go at all. Jor- 
dan sent the copy to the telegraph office by Victor, the cha'affear. 

In an tmbelle vably short time we received word that the copy had 
been cleared by censorship and was, in fart, already in New York. 

Not a word was changed, so far as we were able to tell at the Moscow 
end . 


Thei V is much else to my trip tliat I shall have to leave for 
luture telling. I'd rather like to tell you, for instance, of the 
American corTespondents and t)ie difficulties under which they Live 
and work. The lordens haveaa apartment, which is pert of our 
office. It is regarded here as quite plush, but you certainly wmiildn't 
think d so. At least they have a bath tub and make better use of it 
ihar one I *?aw in a worker's apartment at/^oe factory in the dly of 
Kiev. They had kindUng wood stored 'o. it. The Fraukels live in 
one room at the Metrop>oie Hotel- Any cooking they do -and Lord 
knows no one went* to eal out any more Hiati necessary in Moscow -- 
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to be done on a.n electric Ixotpiate in tJie one room, which •exveu 
*» bedroom, sitting room, library, eolarixun and pantry. Tholx 
cannad goods are stored in a clothe a closet j diahea are washed in 
tha bathroom. 

1 couldn't help, thereiore, feeling guilty when 1 arrived 
at the beautifully ruji. well- Blocked Grand Hotel in Stockholm, 1 
appeased my guilt aomewhat by bringing Jorden out with me for a 
few days in Stockholm, and by authorising him, while there, to buy 
the Frankei'a an electric refrigerator . 

A» 2 said at the oxdeet, I cannot qualify as aa expert on 
Russia. As pleasant in most reB]>ccts as was my trip, I still had 
a sense of foreboding. How much of that was due to what X saw and 
heard and how much to my preconceptions, I am unable to judge. 

From ail accounts things are much better there than they were, in 
terms of human associations. No one would argue for a moment that 
there are many basic freedoms in American terms. Resident 
foreigners, particularly Aanericans, apjairently are atlU subject to 
many petty armoyancea. although perhaps less th*n before Stalin's 
death. There is some talk, including warnings about being followed 
and spied upon. However much of tbit is done is apparently dona 
iruastly to foreign xeeidents, not to tourists. After all, i had S stnW 
agent, Alexis, with me all of the time. 1 didn't fear being followed. 

1 had ao secrets that 1 knew of, and my views co\ild be by 
anycta* lor the asking. I did come away with the feeling, however, that 
we of the United Stales can only profit by learning more sbout these 
people, Ihat we are foolish to thixxk, if we do, that we can separate 
them from their regime; tluit basically we will be more prepared to 
fiaal with them, individually or through government, if we take thexri 
first as they are and try to learn more about them. 


Daddy 
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THE WHITE HOUSE 
WASHINGTON 



June 20, 1957 


PERSONAL 


MEMORANDUM FOR: 
Allen Dulles 


I am sending over a document 
which I received from Arthur 
Sulzberger. It was written by- 
Turner Catledge to his daughters. 


After you have had a chance to 
read it, would you please return 
it to me. 

Sherman Adams 
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